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A PREFATORY 


DEDICATION 


SUBSCRIBERS. 


SI efteem'd it my Happineſs to live under a Govern- 
ment, where Natienal Liberty was eſtabliſhed by 
Law, and the Rights of Subjects interwove with theit 
Allegiance : So I ever thought it my Safety to act with 
ſuch allowable Freedom, as did not contradi& any of our 
written and known Regulations. 

Tro' inconſiderable in myſelf, I am yet a Subject of 
Great Britain; and the Privileges of her meant Mem- 
ber are dear to the whole Conſtitution. 

AmoxG thoſe Privileges, | claim that of juſtifying my 
Conduct, | claim that ot defending my Property, and with 
I could do both, without giving Diſguſt even to Thoſe by 
whoſe Cenſures | am a Sufferer. 

Wu I wrote the following Sheets I had ſtudied the 
ancient Laws of my Country, but was not converſant with 
her preſent political State. 1 did not conſider Things 
minutely ; in the View I liked our Conftitudion, 
and zealouſly wiſhed that the Religion, the Laws, and 
Liberties of England might ever be ſacred and ſaſe. I had 
nothing to fear or from Party or Preferment. My 
were only to Truth, I was conſcious of no 
other Principles, and was far from apprehending that 


. Such could be offenſive. 
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Form of Government is derived, from whom Britain has 


inherited thoſe unextinguiſhable Sparks of Liberty and Pa- 
triotiſm, that were her Light thro' the Ages of I 
and Superſtition, Her flaming Sword turned every Way 
againſt Invaſion, and vital Heat which has often 


preſerved Her, fo often reſtored Her from inteſtine Malig- 
nities. Thoſe are the Sparks, the Gems, that alone give 
true Ornament and Bri 
Monarch; that give 
and ſhall ever ſet Him _ 28 of the Earth; 
till Corruption grow univerſal ; till Subjects wiſh to be 
Slaves, and Kings know not how to be Happy. | 

I was d with this Similitude between the Prin- 
ciples, as I may fay, between the natural Conſtituti- 
ons of Sweden and Britain. I looked no further for Sen- 
timents, than as they aroſe from Facts, and for the Facts I 
am indebted to Hiſtory : Nay, I ingenuouſly confeſs, I 
was ſo far from a View of Merit with the Diſaffected, that 
I looked on this Performance as the higheſt Compliment I 
could pay the preſent Eſtablihment— Such was my Igno- 
trance, or ſuch is my Misfortune. | | 


Many are the Difficulties a new Author has to encoun- 


ter in introducing his Play on the Stage. I had the good 
Fortune to ſurmount them; this Piece was about five 
Weeks in Rehearſal, the Day was appointed for Acting, 
I had diſpoſed of many hundred Tickets, and imagined | 
bad nothing to fear but from the Weaknels of the Per- 
formance. | | 

Bur then it was, that where I looked for Approbation, 
met with Repulſe. I was condemned and puniſhed in 
my Works without being accuſed of any Crime, and 


made obnoxious to the Government under which I live, 


without having it in my Power to alter my Conduct, or 
knowing in what Inſtance I had given Offence. 
Howevex ſingular and unprecedented this Treatment 
may appear: Had | conceived it to be the Intention of the 
Legiſlature, I ſhould have ſubmitted without complain- 
ing. Or had any among hundreds who have peruſed 
the Manuſcript, obſerved but a fingle Line that might 


inadvertently tend to Sedition or Imorality, I would then 


have 


adm. 
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I roox my Subject from the Hiſtory of Sweden, one 
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tneſs to the Crown of a Britiſh. 
im freely to reign over the Free; 
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ſcended, as ſome would inſinuate, to a Theatrical Exami- 


A Prefatory Dedication, Sc. v 
have been the firſt to ſtrike it out, I would now be the 
laſt to publiſh it. 

Hap the Dignity of the Ld. C-—-n's Office conde- 


nation of the Drama, to a critical Inquiſition of the Con- 
duct, the Unities, and Tricks of Scenery, even fo I might 
have hoped for equal Indulgence with Farces, Pantonumes, 
and other Performances of like Taſte and Genius. 

Bur this is not the Caſe, the Ld. C-—n's Office is 
alone concerned in thoſe Reaſons which gave Birth to the 
Statute, it is to guard againſt ſuch Repreſ-ntations as He 
may conceive to be of pernicious Influence in the Com- 
monwelth ; this is the only Point to which his Prohibitions 
are underſtood to extend, and his Prohibition lays me un- 
der the Necefli: y of publithing this Piece, to convince the 
Public, that (tho' of no valuable Conſequence) I am at 
leaſt iaoffenſi ve. | | | 

Patriotiſm, or the Love of Country, is the great and 
ſingle Moral which I bad in View thro this Play. This 
Love (ſo ſuperior in its Nature to all other Intereſts and 
Affections) is perſonated in the Character of Guſta bus. 
It is the Lowe of National Welfare ; National Welfare is 
National Liberty; and He alone can be conſcious of it, 
He alone can contribute to the Support of it who is per- 
ſenally free. | | 

By Perſonal Freedom | mean that State reſulting from 

Virtue ; or Reaſon ruling in the Breaſt ſuperior to Appetite 
and Patlion ; and by Nattonal Freedom | mean a Security 
(ariſing from the Nature of a well-ordered Conſtitution) 
for thoſe Advantages and Privileges thar each Man has a 
Right to, by contributing as a Member to the Weal of 
the Community. | : 

Tur Monarch or Head of ſuch a Conſtitution, is as 
the Father of a large and well regulated Family, his Sub- 
jects are not Servants, but Sons; their Care, their Af- 
lections, their Attachments are reciprocal, and their In- 
tereſt is one, is not to be divided. 

I uis is truly to Reign; this, only, is to Reign. How 
glorious, how extenſive is the Prerogative of ſuch a Mo- 
narch ! He is ſuperior to Subjects, each of whom is equal 
to any Monarch who is only ſuperior to Slaves. He is 
ſceptered in the Hearts of his People, from whence he 

1 direct 
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direct their Hands with double Force and 
Nd hee e, 

to e Happineſs People. 
O, he my any Subtleties, ä — raiſe 


— in a P 2 Never may 
Rights, while he is only ſolicitous to confirm 
preſerve them ! 

Anv never may any Miniſtry, any Adulation, ſeduce 


ſuch a Prince from that his true Intereſt and Honour 
: ſhould not have had the Aſſurance to ſolicit a Sub- 


me retract. Theſe, nd hd acts, we 
which you are Farons nd the honour 
xed to this Performance lay me under 


me cautious of forfeiting the Adv I receive from 
They are alſo to me a laſting tal of that 


Your moſt Oblig'd, moſt Faithful, 


and moſt Humble Servant, 
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Henry Brooke. 
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| PROLOGUE 


Ritons! this Night preſents a State diſtreſi d, 

Tho' brave, A and tho' great, pre; 

Vice, rav ning Vulture, on her Vitals prey a, 

Her Peers, her Prelates, fell Corruption ſiuay d; 

Their Rights, for Pow'r, th' Ambitions weakly ſola, 

The Wealthy, poerly, for ſuper fiuans Gold ; 

Hence waſting Illi, 22 Factions roſe, 

* Ard gave large Entrance to invading Foes ; 
Truth, Juſtice, Honour fled th inf Shere, 

For Freedom, ſacred Freedom was no more. 


greatly riſing in bis Country's Right, 
—— Pore þ 20 
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Hands ſcornd Bondage, for their Hearts were free. 
* ye what Law their mo Cauſe confeſs'd ? nd 
Great Nature's Law, the Law within the Breaſt, 
Ferm d by no Art, and to no Sect᷑ conſin d, 
But lamp d by Heaw'n upon th unletter'd Mind. 
Such, ſuch, 4 old, the firſt-barn Natives were, 
Vio breath'd the Virtues of Britannia's Air, 
Their Realm, wuben mighty Czlar vain!y jought ; 
For miphtier Freedem againſt Cæſar fought, 
And rudely drove the fam'd Invader bome, 
To tyrannize o'er poliſh d —wvenal Rome. 
Our Bard, exalted in a freeborn Flame, 
Toev'ry Nation wwou'd — this Claim. 
He to no State, no Climate bis Page, 
| He bids the Moral beam tbre ev'ry Age: 
Thenbe your F gen raus as bis Plan, 
Te Sons — hs 
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The Perſons repreſented. 
| MEN. 


Orea Denmark and 
of Sweden. Ju. Wright. 


TY Swede, Archbiſhop 
_ and Vicegerent of 9e Mr. Cibber. 


rains, A S=vediſh Nobleman, 
ſecretly of the Daniſh Party, and 
13 ** Daniſh Noble | 
rs, A young 
man, Attendant to Criſt ina, F Mr. Wodward. 
GusTavus, Formerly General of 
| the Swedes, and fr Couſin to > Mr. Ven. | 
| 1 
Azvipda, Of the Loyal Blood of 
Sweden, Friend and Couſin to Mr. Milward. 


Anpzzson, Chief Lord of Dale- 
rl, 
AnnoLpvus, A Swediſh Prieft, and) 
| Chaplain in the Copper-Mines of Mr. Haward. 
Dalecarlia, 
StVARD, Captain of the Dulecar- hk 


lians, 


Mr. Nills. 


WOMEN. 
CaisrixA, Daughter to Criftiern, Mrs. Giffard. 
AveusT a, Mother) priſt Mo Ss 
to Guſtavus, | 3 in S. Bu v. 
ri/tiern's , 
GusTava, Siſter to 0 Mi Cole 
Guſtavus, a Child — * 


| Maztana, Attendant and Confi- 
Fo dent to Criflina, uu . 


| Soldiers, Peaſants, Meſſengers, and FEED TY 
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Ker SCENES 
The In/ide of the Copper-Mines in Dalecarlia. 
Enter Anderſon, Arnoldus, and Servants, with Tarches. 


4nd. 7 © U tellme Wonder 
| Arn. Soft, behold, my Lord. 
[ Paints behind the Scenes. 
| Behold him ſtretch d, where reigns eternal Night, 
The Flint his Pillow, and cold his Cov ring; 
Vet bold of Spirit, and robuſt of Limb, 
He throws inclemency aſide, nor feels 
The Lot of human Frailty. | 
And. What Horrors hang around ! the ſavage Race 
Ne'er hold their Den but where ſome glimm'ring Ray 
May bring the Chear of Morn— What then is he? 
His Du elling marks a Secret in his Soulf, | 
And whiſpers ſomewhat more than Man about him. 
Arn. Draw but the Veil of his apparent Wretchedaeſs, 
And ycu ſhall find, his Form is but aſſum'd 
A 5 To 
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11 
mark his Speed, and trace the Paths of Conqueſt; 
Toke follow, where he ſwept the Field ; 
__ He was indeed whate'er our Wiſh could form 
hi 


| And. Array d and beauteous in the Blood of Danes, 
I Invaders of his Country, thrice he chaced 
This Criftiern, this fell Conqrer, this Uſurper, 
With Rout and foul Diſhonour at his Heels, 
To his Head in Denmark. 
Arn. ever had the Tyrant known Return, 
To tread our Necks, and blend us with the Duſt ; 
Had he not dar'd to break thro? ev'ry Law 


The Pledge of ſpecious Treaty, tore him from us, 


Aud led him chain'd to Denmark. 


If ſtill he lives, we yet may learn to riſe, 
But never can I dare to reſt a Hope 
On any Arm but his. 

Arn. And yet I truſt, | 
This Stranger that delights to dwell with Darkneſs 
a compalſs'd round with Wretched- 


Conceals ſome mighty Purpoſe in his Breaſt, 
Now lab'ri oy 4 | 

And. When came he hither ? 

Arn. Six Moons have upon the Face of Night, 
Since here he firſt arriv'd, in ſervile Weeds, 
But yet of Mein majeſtic. I obſerved him, 

nd ever as I gaz'd, ſome nameleſs Charm, 
A 'rous Greatneſs not to be conceal'd, 
Brake thro his Form, and aw'd my Soul before him. 
Aud theſe Mines he earns the Hireling's Portion; 
His Hands out-toil the Hind, while on his Brow 
Sits Patience, bathed in the laborious Drop 
Of 7 induftry---1 oft have ſought, 
Wich friendly Tender of ſome worthter Service, 
Te win him from his Temper ; but he ſhuns 
All offers, yet declined with graceful AQ, 
Engaging beyond Utt'lance; and at Eve, 


When 


* 
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He rn ov you ſee po 
as . the Earth 

— him to her — chearleſs Boſom. 

An Hes no unwary Moment e er betray'd 

The Labours of his Soul, ſome fav'rite Grief, 

Whereon to raiſe Conjecture ? 

Arn. | faw, as ſome bold Peaſants late deplor'd 

| Their Country's Bondage, fudden Paſſion ſeiz'd \P 
And bore him from his Seeming ; ſtrait his Form 
Was turn'd to Terror, Ruin fill'd his Eye, 

And his proud Step appear'd to awe the World : | 
When check d as thro an Impotence of Rage, 

Damp Sadneſs ſoon uſurp'd upon his Brow, | 
And the big Tear roll d graceful down his Viſage. | 
And. Your Words imply a Man of much Importance. | 

Arn. So | ſuſpected, and at dead of Night 1 
Stole on his Slumbers ; bis full Heart was buſy, 1 
And oft his Tongue pronounc'd the hated Name . 
Of Bloody Criſliern there he ſeem d to pauſe: 
And recollected to one Voice, he cry d. 
O Sueden] O my Country ! yet Til fave thee. 
And. Forbear—he riſes— Heav ns, what Majeſty ! 


SCENE II. Enter Guftavus. 

And. Your Pardon, Stranger, if the Voice of Virtue, 
If cordial Amity from Man to Man, 

And ſome what that ſhould whiſper to the Soul, 

To ſeek and chear the Suff 'rer, led me hither 
Impatient to ſalute thee. Be it thine 

Alone to point the Path of Friendſhip out ; 
And my beſt Pow'r thall wait upon thy Fortunes. 

Guſt. Ves, gen tous Man ! there is a wond' tous Teſt, 
The trueft, worthieft, nobleſt Cauſe for Friendſhip ; 
Dearer, than Lite, than Int'reſt, or Alliance, 
And equal to your Virtues. | 

And. Say—unfold. e 
Gu/?. Art thou a Soldier, a chief Lord in Sweden, 
And yet a Stranger to thy Country's Voice, | 
That loudly calls the hidden Patriot forth ? | 
But what's a Soldier? What's a Loed in Sweden? 
All Werth is fled, or fall n- nor has a Lite 
Been ſpat d, Lut fur Diſkcnour ; ſpar d to breed 


More 
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Mioỹre Slaves for Denmark, to a Race 
Of new-born Virgins for th _ Luft 
Of our new Maſters. Sweden! thou'rt no more! 
Queen of the North ! thy Landof Liberty, | 
Thy Houſe of Heroes, and thy Seat of Virtues 
| Is now the Tomb, where thy brave Sons lie ſpeechleſs ; 
And foreign Snakes engender. f * 
\Þ And. O tis true. 
But wherefore ? To what Purpoſe ? 
Guſt. Think of Stockbolm / 
When Criſtiern ſeized upon the Hour of Peace, 
And drench'd the hoſpitable Floor with Blood ; 
Then fell the Flow'r of Sweden, mighty Names ! 
[ Her hoary Senators, and gaſping Patriots! | 
| The Tyrant ſpoke, and his licentious Band 
Of Blood-traind Miniftry were loos'd to Ruin 
N Invention wanton d in the Toil of Infants 
| Stabb d on the Breaſt, or reeking on the Points 
Of ſportive Javeling. Huſbands, Sons, and Sires 
With dying Ears drank in the loud Deſpai 
Of ſhrieking Chaſtity. The Waſte of War 
Was Peace and Friendſhip to this civil Maſſacre. 
O Heav'n and Earth ! is there a Caule for this? 
For Sin without Temptation, calm, cool Villainy, 
Delib'rate Miſchief, unimpaſſion'd Luſt, 
And ſmiling Murder ? Lie thou there, my Soul, 
Sleep, ſleep upon it, image not the Form 
Of any Dream but this, 'till Time grows pregnant, 
And thou can'it wake to Vengeance. 
And. — greatly mov d me. Ha! thy Tears ſtart 
orth. | " 
Yes, let them flow, our Country's Fate demands hem: 
I too will mingle mine, while yet tis left us | 
To weep in ſecret, and to ſigh with Safety. 
But where fore talk of Vengeance? 'Tis a Word | 
Should be engraven on the new fall'n Snow, "y 
Where the firſt Beam may melt it from obſervance. 
Vengeance on Criſliern ! Norway and the Dane, 
| The Sons of Sweden, all the peopled North 1 
Bends at his Nod: my humbler Boaſt of Pow's 
Meant not to cope with Crowns, oF 
Cu? Then what remains 
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Is his i ip has 
N ; your Friendſhip has my Thanks, 


: ReVer—no— 


v iy 


A Nor I, while I can hold i; but alas! 
That is not in our Choice. 
Guft. Why ? where's that Pow'r whoſe Engines ate of 


5 0 ;  —_ 
- oy 4 2 
We m2 Xx . _ 


r * 5 
”— 


| ſcepter'd in the Soul's Servility. 
He has debauch'd the Genius of our Country, 
And rides tri while her captive Sons 
it his Nod, the filken Slaves of Pleaſure, 


. 
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r is on us; 
r from whoſe Impriſonment and Chains 
our free-born Virtue can protect us. | 
Guf. Tis there you err, for | have felt their Force; = 
had I yielded to enlarge theſe Limbs, | 
ſhare the Tyrant's Empire, on the Terms 

he propos d -I were a Slave indeed, To 


And. O glorious Spirit ! think not I am ſlack 
To relich what thy noble Scope intends 


But then the Means! the Peril! and the Conſequence ! 

Great are the Odds, and who hall dare the Trial ? 

ere Bo 
cou'd | 


Would 
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Whom once I knew ! unfold a Purpoſe 
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r of thy Hawt ts foul, 


And. — Heav'n's! Tu he ! 'tis be himſelfl 


* SCENE III. Enter Arvida, ſpeaking to a Servant. 


Arv. I thank Friend, he's here, you may retire. 
And. Good ing to my noble Gueſt, you re early: 
(Guſtavus walks apart. 
Arv. I come to take a ſhort and haſty Leave: 
Tu faid, that from the Mountain's neighb'ring Brow, 
re 
Whitening the Vale —Suppoſe the Tyrant there; 
You know my Safety lies not in the Intervieẽ 
Ha! What is he, who in the Shreds of Slavery 


. * ſuperior to the State, 
| banc | 
Cut. Sure that Voice, 
Was once the Voice of Fri ip and A. vida 


Arv. Ha! Yes—'tis be !—ye Pow'rs! it is Guffawus. 
Guß. Thou brother of Adoption! In the Bond 
Of ev ty Virtue wedded to my Soul, 
Eater my Heart, it is thy . 
Arv. Pm loſt in Joy and tous Circumſtance. 
Guſt. Yes, wherefore, my Arwida, wherefore is i 
That in a Place, and at Time like this, 
We ſhould thus meet? Can Criffiern ceaſe from Cruelty ? 
Say, whence is this, my Brother ? How eſcap'd you ? 
Did I not leave thee in the Daniſb ? 
Aru. Of that hereafter. Let me view thee firſt. 
How graceful is the Garb of Wretchedoeſs ! 


When 
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| When worn by Virtue? Faſions turn to Folly ;} 
0 


of the proudeſt Train 
's Heel, I prize theſe Weeds, 
For they are facred to my Country's Freedom. 
A mighty Eaterprize has been conceiv'd 
And thou art come auſpicious to the Birth, 
As ſent to fix the Seal of Heav'n upon it. 
Are. Poi thy Purpo'e—let it be to bleed 
Guft. Hands, my Friends ! 
Guft. I know they're brave. 
Of ſuch the Time has need, of Hearts like yours, 


Faithful and firm, of Hands inured and firong, 
For we mult ride upon the Neck of Danger, 


And into a Purpoſe big with Death. 
_ ere let us kneel and bind us to thy Side. 


Cuff. No, hold—if we want Oaths to join us, 
Switlt let us part, from Pole to Pole aſunder. 
A Cauſe like ours is its own Sacrament ; 
Truth, Juſtice, Reaſon, Love, and Liberty, 
Tb eternal Links that claſp the World are 


in it, 
And, he who breaks their Sanction, breaks all Law, _ 


And infinite Connection. 

Arn. True, my Lord. 

And. And ſuch the Force l feel. 

Arv. And J. 

And And all. 

Guſt. Kaow then, that ere our royal Stenon fell, 
While this my valiant Couſin and myſelf, 
By Chains and Treach'ry, lay detain'd in Denmark, 

pon a dark and unſuſpected Hour 
The bloody Criſtiern ſought to take my Head. 
Thanks to the ruling Pow'r! within whoſe Eye 
Imboſom's Ills and mighty T reaſons roll, 
Prevented of their Blackneſs ! eſcap'd, 
Led by a gen'rous Arm, and fome time lay 
Conceal'd in Denmark. For my forfeit Head 
Became the Price.of Crowne, each Port and Path 


Was 
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Was ſhut againſt my „ till I heard 
That pe valiant — in Battle, 
And Freedom was no more. O then what Bounds 
Had Pow'r to hem the Deſp rate? I oerpais'd them, 
Travers'd all Sweden, thro' Ten thouſand Foes, 
Impending Perils, and ſurrounding Tongues, 
That from himſelf enquir'd Guftawus out. 
Witneſs, my Country, how I toil'd to wake 
Thy Sons to Liberty! in vain — for Fear, 
Cold Fear had ſeiz d on all---Here laſt I came, 
And ſhut me from the Sun. whoſe hateful Beams 
Serv'd but to ſhow the Ruins of my Country. 
When here, my Friends, twas here at length I found 
What I had left to look for, t Spirits, 
In the rough Form of untaught Peaſantry. 
And. Indeed they once were brave, our Dalecarlians 
Have oft been — give a Law to Kings; 
And as their only Wealth has been their Liberty, 
From all th' unmeaſur d Graſpings of Ambition 
Have held that Gem untouch d tho nov tis fear d 
Guft. It is not fear d --I ſay they ſtill ſhall hold ic 
I've ſearch'd theſe Men, and find them like the Soil, 
Barren without, and to the Eye unlovely, 
But they've their Minds within; and this the Day 
In which | mean to prove them. 
Arn. O Guſtavus ! | | — 
Mott aptly haſt thou caught the paſſing Hour, 
Upon whoſe critical and fated Hinge 
The State of Swreden turns. 
Gu/t. And to this Hour 
I've therefore held me in this darkfome Womb, 
at ſends me forth as to a ſecond Birth | 
Of Freedom, or thro' Death to reach Eternity. 
This Day return'd with ev'ry circling Year, 


| In Thoutands pours the Mountain Peaſants forth, 


Each with bis batter'd Arms and ruſty Helm, 
In ſportive Diſcipline well train d, and prompt 
Againſt the Day of Peril- Thus diſguis'd, 
eady have I ftirr'd their latent Sparks 
Of ſlumb ring Virtue, apt as | cou d wiſh 
To warm betore the lighteſt Breath of Lib oy 
Arn. How will they kindle when confeſa d to Vi 
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Once more their lov'd Gu/favus ſtands before them, 
pours his Blaze of Virtues on their Souls. 


L 


my Friends, ths join's i in ſuch a Cauſe, 
to a Hoſt of Saves! 

You fay the Foe's at hand---W hy let them come, 
Steep are our Hills, nor eaſy of Ateeſs, 
And few the Hours we aſk for their Reception. 


matters not—we ſhall have liv'd that Day. 
Arv. Were it not worth the Hazard of a Lite 


Ev' +3, +> qa Way, 


his Councils. 
1 7 my Friend, 22 
Dear as thou art, 7 Shes ould — 


Away thou ſkance and jau 
That tempts my Soul to 


maps oF neg 


Away! 


* 
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Avrv. Ha! — Sen ms 
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Tir Pty had divinely touch d her Eye, 


The Deliverer of bis Country. 19 
Iwill unfold it-—To thyſelf | 
"WE to Pr. 
Gf. How my Friend? 
%. Some Months are paſs'd fince in the Dario 


With Care emaciate, and unwholfome Damps 
Sch ning I lay, chain'd to my flinty Bed, 

Mal calf d on Death to eaſe me-—ftraight a Light 
done round, as when the Miniſtry of Heav'n 
Deſcends to kneeling Saints But O] the Form 
That pour'd upon my Sight---Ye angels ſpeak ! 
For ye alone are like her; or preſent 
duch Viſions pictur d to the nightly Eye 
' Of Fancy trans d in Bliſs. She thenfdpproach'd, 
be fofteſt Pattern of embodied Meekneſs, 


And harmoniz'd her Motions--- Ah, the ery'd, 
„ „art not thou the Man 
| Whole Virtues have endear d thee to Cuffawus ? 
Guft. Cuſta uus did ſhe ſay ? 
Arv. Yes, yes, ber Lips 
Breath'd forth that Name with a peculiar Sweetneſs. 
Loos d from my Bonds, I roſe, at her Command, 
When, ſcarce recov'ring Speech, I would have kneel d, 
But haſte thee, haſte thee for thy Life, ſhe cry d; 
Aud O, if cer thy envied Eyes behold 

; Thy lov'd Guffavus; ay, a gentle Foe 

Has giv'n thee to his Friendihup. 

Guft. 1 me! is her Name a Secret? 
Ar. To me it is—but you may gueſs. 

Cuff. No, on my Word. —— 

Aro. You too had your Deliv rer. 

Cuff. A kind, but not a fair one — Well, my Friends | 
Cauſe is ripe, and calls us forth to Action. 
ye not lighter ? Swells not ev'ry Breaſt 

pler Scope to take your Country in, | 

the Cauſe of Virtue? Riſe, ye Swedes ! 

greatly equal to this Hour's Importance. 
es of future Ages wait, 
h deciſive Fate; 
ſhall for ever fink - or fave; 
Steed u Monarch — or a Slave. 
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ACT. 


Troll. 
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; ACT u. 
SCENE The Camp. 
Enter Criftiern, Attendants, be. Trollio meet bim 


LL hail moſt Mighty of the Thrones of 
Europe! 
The Morn falutes thee with auſpicious Brightneſs, 
No Vapour frowns prophetic on her Brow, 
But the clear Sun who travels with thy Arms 
Still ſmiles, a tendant on thy growing Greatneſs: 
His Evening Eye ſhalſce the — Lord 
Of all the North, of utmoſt Scandinavia; 
Whence thou may'ſt pour thy Conqueſts o'er the Earth, 
Till fartheſt India glows beneath thy Empire, | 
And Lybia knows no regal Name but yours. 
Crift. Yes, Trollio, J confeſs the Godlike Thirſt, 
Ambition, that wou d drink a Sea of Glory. 
But what from Dalecarlia? | 
Troll. Late laſt Night, 
I ſent a truſty Slave to Peter ſon, 
And hourly wait ſome Tidings. - 
Crift. Think you? ——Sure 
The Wretches will not dare ſuch quick Perdition. 
Troll. I think they will not Tho of old I know them 
All born to Broils, the very Sons of Tu mut; 
Waſte is their Wealth, roi hi their Birthright, 


And this the yearly Fever of their Blood, 

Their Holiday of War; a Day apart, 

Torn out from Peace, and ſacred to Rebellion. 

Oft has their Battle hung upon the Brow — 
Of yon wild Steep, a living Cloud of Miſchiefs, 


Pregnant with Plagues, and empty d on the Heads 


Of many a Monarch. 
Criſt. Monarchs they were not; 
ts of Wax, the Mouldings of the Populace, 
Tame paultry Idols, ſcepter'd up for Show, 
And garniſh'd into Royalty ---No, Trollio, 
Kings ſhould be felt it they wou'd find Obedience; 
The Beaſt has Senſe enough to know his Rider, 


1 
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The D-liverer of bis Country. 21 
When the Knee trembles, and the Hand grows lack, 

He caſts for Liberty : but bends and turns 

For him that leaps with Boldneſs on bis Back, 

And ſpurs him to the Bit. 


SCENE u. Enter a Gentleman Uſber, and ſe- 
veral Peaſants, who kneel and leu at a Diſtance. 


Gent. Of Sweden. 
From Angermannia, from Helſingia ſome, 
Some from Gemtian, and Nerician Provinces. 
Crit. Their Buſineſs ? 

Gen:. They come to ſpeak their Griefs. 

Criſt. Their Griefs l their Infolence! 
Is not the Camel mute beneath his Burden ? 
Were they not born to bear? Away !— hold! come, 
What wou'd theſe Murmurers ? 

Cent.*Moſt royal Criſtiern, * 
They ſay they have but one —one gracious Ki 
For San fin bow d beneath a Hoſt of — 
Taſk-maſters, Soldiers, Gatherers of Subſidies, 
All Officers of Rapine, Rape, and Murder ; 
Wil-doing Potentates, the Lords of Licence, 
Who weigh their Sweat and Blood, and heavier Shame, 
Ev'n as — puff d away in Sport, 
The Paſtime of a Gale. 
Crit. Vilhear no more. 
| know ye, well J know ye, ye baſe Supplicants, 
Fear is the only Worſhip of your Souls; 
And ever where ye hate, ye yield Obeyfance. 
Wretches! Shall go poring oa the Earth, 
Leſt my imperial Foot ſhould tread on Emmets ? 
ls it for you I muſt controul my Soldiers, 
And coop my Eagles from their Carrion? No 
Are ye not Commoners, vile Things in Nature, 
Poor priceleſs Peafants ? Slaves can know no Property: 
Out of my Sight! [Exeunt Peaſants. 


SCENE 


ee; | , - 
gy” 


SCENE HI. Enter Arvida guarded end a Cor 
tleman. 
tre. 3 what remains is cb. 


Gene. AP A Priſoner, * 
Crif. When taken 
Gent. Now, ev'n here, before your Tent ; 
— 1 mark'd his careleſs Adlon, but his Eye 
| — —— 
tire ill fuiting ] enquir d, 

11 
| : 
d AﬀeQation) what a ſullen Scorn 

its up his Brow, and frowns upon our Preſence. 
What—ay—thou wou'dft be thought a Myſtery, 
Some Greatnef in Eclipſe—W hence art thou, Slave ? 
Silent ! 1 forth the Torture there — 
A Smile 1 
The Wreck of State, the ſufting Soul of 
What, have we no Pre-eminence, no Claim ? 
Doſt thou not know thy 1 

Arv. "Tis therefore | it. 

Crif. Matchleſs Inſolence 
What art thou ? Speak 
Arv. Be ſure no Friend to thee ; | 
For I'm a Foe to T yrants. 

Ci. Fiends and Fire! — 

A Whirlwind tear thee, moſt audacious Traitor. 

Arv. Do, rage and chafe, thy Wrath's beneath me, 
How poor thy Pow'r, how empty is thy Happineſs! 
When fuch a Wretch, as ] appear to be, 

Can ride thy Temper, harrow up thy Form, 
And ftretch thy Soul upon the Rack of Paſſion. 
Criſt. Fil know thee -— I will know thee ! Bear him 
hence! 
Why, what are Kings, if Slaves can brave us thus ? 


Go, Trollio, hold him to the Rack— Tear, ſearch him, 


Prove him thro' ev'ry Poignance, ſting him 


Lox Trollio with a guarded. | 


SCENE 


Rn 
* 
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Nor dare to tremble here—For didſt thou bear 
' Unmov'd, I move the Whole, the 


— REC a 
. 


Aud 


| Goall--without 
| OCurſe! How Hell has tim d its Plagues! 


and 
Your Words wou d taſte of Terror — Wretch, 


Thy Tidings from a thouſand 1 


Where turns that mighty Circle—-Speak they Meſſage. 


A ſecret my gracious Liege, 
Of South moſt Norway, has diffus d its Bane, 


now within the Heart of Denmark. 
Crift. It muſt not, cannot, tis impollible ! 
What, = own Danes? Nay, then the World wants 


[ will not bear it Hell! I'd rather ſee 

This Earth a Deſart, deſolate and wild, 

And like the Lion ſtalk my lonely Round, 
Famiſh'd and roaring for my Prey—Call Trollio, 
Ml have Men ſtudic4, deeply wal in Miſchiefs 


SCENE V. Enter à Servant, who kneels and 
delivers a Letter. | 

Criſt. From whom? 

Serv. From Peter ſo". 

Crift. To Trollio Right 


How's this ? —Be . 


3 my Pleaſure. 


D 
SCENE VI. Eater Trollio. 


 Crif. Come near, my Trollis. 


We're 


. 60 4 >. 


Wore bent Bong Sam Benet 

But here's to blaſt thy Eyes Read 
Troll. Ha! Cuffawus ! 

So near us, and in Arms! 
r to be done? Now, Trellis, nows the 

ime 

To fubtilize thy Soul, found every Depth, | 

And waken all the wond'rous Stateſman in thee. 

For I muſt tell thee (ſpite of Pride and Royaley, 

OF my Nod) the nn, 

That bend Nod) this curs'd Guffavus 1 


And fits upon my Slumbers—All in vain 
Has he been 2008 have | day vightzer ; 
Spite of himſelf he ſtill evades the Hunter, 


' And if there's Pow'r in Heav'n or Hell it guards him 
When was I vanquiſh'd, but when he opposd me? 
. When have I conquer d, but when he was abſent? 
2 a Terror to my a 
my tripled Crown, I ſwear, Guftavwus, 
meet all Europe for my Foe, \ M 
— Face in Arms! | 
Troll. Works, my Liege ; 
And liſten to a Secret big with Conſequence, 
That gives thee back the ſecond Man on Earth 
Whole Valour cou d plant Fears around thy Throne: 
—_— 
it. What of him? = 

Troll. The Prince A vida. | þ 
Criſt. How! | 
* Troll. —— 1 
Crift. My ro ugiti ve 1 

Troll. Moſt certain. 

Crift. Now then tis plain who ſent him bither. 
Troll. Yes. 
Pray give me Leave, wy Lord—a Thought comes cro 


me 


# 


If ſo he muſt be ours [Pauſes. | 
? 


pe en | for a — ates - 
"2 Crit Kuro! he: might, 85 
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| the Date of ks Ga. * | 
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| nude — the 

Galem 

1 Doubtful and diſtant, but a nearer View 

MEET be wks es wa, . 


— — Diſtance! 

Thus ſteddily be paſs'd, and mock d his Fate. | 

| When, lo ! the Princeſs to her Merning Wall 

Arvide at the Sight ; his Steps took Noot, | 

. A Tremor ſhook him; and his alt tiag Cheek 1 | 
Br 


While with an eager and intemp'rate Look 0 
He bent his Form, and upon her Beauties. | 
Criff Ha! did our note bim 

EE * — mW Lord; 


nh mn Lan Pride d en him, 


| _ 

| Thenheav'd a Sigh, an nf Look to Bear's, 
| — r 

— to lay; No ate thou haſt prevail d, 


Aud ſound one Way to triumph o'er Arvide ! 
Crift Ben whos won this lead? 
Troll. Lat. litt, my Lord! 


_  - And trace her Wandrings 


106 6 Us TAFVUS: F434. 


bur each Man has bis Failing, forme Dem 
 Wherein to. fide” Temptation - Leave him-to-me. 
n. t le Genizs, 
cant wind the fubtleſt Mazes of the F 
to the Source of Action 
IF chow canſt bend this proud one to our Purpoſe, 
And make the Lion crouch, tis well—if nog, 
Away ut once, ard lerer him from Remembrance, 
Tall. Then I muſt promiſe deep. 
Crift. Ay, ; out- bid Ambition 
E 
Crift. ol Yes—our Daughter too - if ſhe can bribe 


Mag to nin les betray ki Friend? 4 
Troll. O. doubt it not, my Lord - for if he loves, 
A ſure he greatly does, | have a Stratagem 
That holds the Certainty of Fate within it. 
——— m — 
ever brings hange upon the Soul, 
Some Viztue, or ſome Vice, till then unknown, 
Ee Une, when eee 
rue, when it pours upon a youthful Temper, 
eee 88. to take the Torrent in; 
hw cpeall down tho” Hea . 
n tho' Heav'n and Hell 

= EE 
Raz'd in its Rage, or in its Swellings drown'd. [Exeunt. 


SCENE VII Opens and diſcovers Arvid i in 

Chains, Guards preparing Infiruments of Death and 

Torture. He advances in Confuſion. 

A. Off, off, vain Cumbrance, ye conſſicting ous 

Leave me to Heav'n. O Peace !—lt will not be 

when I roſe above Mortality, 

o pour her wond'rous Weight of Charms upon me! 

AS So Hoes, — 

To the ſoaring Pinion of my Soul, 
_——__ © held ber Flight to Heav'n, 

O Pain and Death triumphant! Help ye Saints, 

Minifters deſcend, deſcend ! 

lift me to myſalf; hold, bind my Heart 


err 


bum 


* 


—— 


That Crifliern wants à Nee io. he cruel. 
But let him know I wou'd not be g 


TY invincible 


Nor ſeem r good my Lord, 


bd 


He who the Fran hp, yeaut 
Shares in bis they leave o Stain behind chem. | 
Troll. You vrong the race Temper cs, 
Cruel of Force, but never of Ele@on:. ry 
Prudence compell'd him to a Show of Tyranny s | 
Howe er thoſe Politicks. are now no more, . 
And Mercy in her Turn ſhall ſhine on n 
Arv. Indeed! It were a ſtrange, a bleſz« 
— to be wih d, bur then the Cay 


err * *n 


I preſume 
Nr 12 a 1 
Trill No or if it were, 
The Boldnefs of thy Spirit claims Reſpect, 


And ſhou'd be anfwer'd. Kao, hagol Mes, 
In whom our Monarch ever knew 


Is now our Friend ; oo Terror ofthe Feld, 


Arv. Ha! Friend * Criſtiern? Guard thyſelf my 
Heart ! [Afbde. 
What 


en claim'd her for his Bride. 
dro. Hi Biide? hls Wike! 8 
Yow did nor 'meny his Wir ! Do Fiends feel this? 


I .. 
D Heat nor tell * iſ} 4 Pray 
= cy ber be 
Whole Wife, mv Lord? 1 
Troll | did not ſay what was, but what 
. Touching Guſtavus, was it not? 
one 
77 1 iy kb Bride, ks Wiſe; his lov'd Ci 
jlina, fancied in the very Fine 
rene 
Unknown to Mortal. You leem indiſpos d. 


Arv, 


5 | P 


Lau. 
ene 
rr eh 

rr 
Beſides, ſome R umours 
Arv. Yes, Peace has Sweets, 1 
1 23 
d beneath 3 
| ker! — Men's ee n 


E n Fand les 
bat dee the Gloom wi wal Vas." 

, LG high, and then no Shore! 

No Rock to ſplit on ! "Twerea kind Perdition 

To fink ten thouſand Fathom at a Plunge, 

And faſten on Oblivien—there we hold , 

And all i Faiati. 
Troll. Help, bear bim aß e 

That plucks this noble Fabrick from his 

Bend, bend him forward He revives - How faze you? 

Aro. I know not—yet « Dogger were — 

——— 0 wo 

- To Death, to Racks! Undone, undone Arvida ! 

Troll. let poſſible, my Lord! the Prince Arwids ! 


—_— [Embraces him... 
| Arv. Confuſion to the Name ! [ Turns. 
Troll. Why this, good Heav'n? And wherefore thus 
diſpuis'd ? | 1 
| Arv. — accompliſh'd Traitor, that Gufawus z 
While he fat planning private Scenes of 


My ries Ss 
ly, u a Sacrifice, 
, Rival. 

— — Do you then love Criffiern's Duugh- 


Arv. 1 ſince ſhe can't be mine: 
Cuftawus ! how, ah! how haſt thou deceiv'd me 
Who could have look d for Falſhood from thy Brow ? 
B 3 Whoſe 


Where dad I wander d ?-—Stab deer County! | 
Sang A — 


For ſee, the | 
Arv. Where, eſt where ? 


and At- 


Criſtina. Forbid it Shame ! Forbid it Virgin Modeſty ! 

Ne, no, my Friend, Guſtavus ne er ſhall know it. a 

O lam over- with conſcious Pleaſure ; 

The Senſe but to have fav'd that wond'rous Man, 

Is till a filing Cherub in my Breaſt, 
And whif Peace within. 

Mor. Tis ſtrange a Man, of his high Note and Conle- 


ſequence, 
Shou'd fo evade the buſy Search of Thouſands ; 
That fix Months have ſhut him from . 
And not an Eye can trace him to his Cavert. 


9 — 
I whe Grin Name deu ler. 


SCENE. IX. Enter Criftina, 
tendants. 
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| Points to the Gulph, and ſhines upon Deſtruction. 


| 


| 


| 


He drew his Shackles. 


fir whi 
refer d me. his Darling, his Criffine ; | 
har] was ſighted, hte by» Cre. 
I Kingdoms ſwell'd my Dower. bits. 
r wy 
Guflawus | FT a 
Yes, Mariana ;—but rejected nobiy, 
Not Worlds cou'd win him to betray — 
Had he conſented, I had then defpisd him. 
_ What's all the gaudy Glitter of a Crown ? 


What, but the glaring Meteor of Ambition, | 
That leads a Wretch in his Errors, 


Mar. You wrong your Charms, whole Power might | 
" nconcile 


oppoſite in Nature Had he ſeen you !— 
Crilina. He has, my Mariana, he has ſeen me. 
Il tell thee Yet while inexpert of Years, 
- Theard of bloody Spoila, the Waſte of War, 
And dire conflicting Man; Gufeavus' Name 
Superior roſe, ſtill dreadful in the Tale : 
Then firſt he ſeiz'd my Inſancy of Soul, 
oder yn os. = — 1 8 
0 for orm; my 
And fill d my young Idea Not the Boaſt 
Of all his Virtues, Graces only known * 
To him, and beat, ) Natures cou'd eraſe 
The ſtrong Impreſſion ; till that wond'rous Day 
la which he wer my Eyes. But O, O Han! 
O Love, and all ye cordial Pow'rs of Paſioa! 
What then was my Amazement! he was chain d, 
— „my Mariana ! 1 | — 

oronation, worn outhful Kings, 

"hes 1 
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bis young Arin; and ſofen'd in his Check | 


* 
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+ 
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. 


. Did he obſerve you? + 

if. He did: for a> © rembl'd, loo d and fighd ; 
met mine; he fix d their Glories on me. 
thrill d me then, and ſecret 
bbing, ſtole its Treaſures from my Heart, 
turn d my Face to Crimſon. 


3 


FL 


SCENE X Fre Lante. 
Leer. Ah, bright imperial Maid ! my royal Miſtreſs! 
Cina. What won dſt thou fay? Thy Looks ſpeak 
Terror to me. 
Laer. O you are 
I Beard it | 
Has ſold you, giv'n you up a Spoil to Treaſon, 
The Purchaſe of the nobleſt Blood on Earth 
ws / 
Crillina. Eh! What of him? Where, where is he? 
Laer. In Dalecarlia, on ſome great Deſign, 
Doom'd in an Hour to fall by faithleſs Hands: 
His Friend, the brave, the falſe, deceiv d A. vida, 
Ev'a now prepares to lead a Band of Ruffians 
Beneath the winding Covert of the Hill, 
And ſeine Guſtavus, obvious to the Snares 
Of Friendſhip's fair Diſſemblance. And your Father 
Has vow'd your Beauties to Arwvidas Arms, 
The Purchaſe of Nis Falſehood. 
ina Shield me Heav'n ! 
Firſt Duty, break thy filial Bands in ſunder, 
And blot the Name of Parent from the World! 
Is there no Lett, no means of quick Prevention? 
Laer. Behold my Life ſtill chain'd to thy Direction, 
My Will ſhall have a Wing for ev'ry Word, 
T hat breathes thy Mandate. 
Criftina. Will you, good Laertes ? 


Freren 
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Alas, 1 fear to ovettaſtt thy Ne 
Say, will you ſave me then—O go. haſte, fly ! 
Acquaint G if, if be muſt fall, 
Let Hoſts that hem this fingle Lion in, 

Let Nations hunt him down - let him fall nobly. 
| Laer. Igo, my Princefs- av'n dite&t me to lai ! 


| Fray [Exit. 
Criſtina. 1 wou' d pray too, to ſave me from Pollution ; 
Deteſted Stain, the Touch of the Betrayer ! : 
But mighty Love the partial Pray'r arreſts, 
And leaves me only anzious for Guffavas. 
| Fort himcold Fears my fainting Boſom chill, 
His Cares diſtract me, and hiy Dangers Eil: 
Ye Pow'rs ! if deaf to all the Vows I make, 

Yet ſhield Gufavus, for Guflavus' Sake ; 
Protect his Virtues from a faithlefs Foe, 

And ſave your only Image, left below. 


. 


— — rn nm nn nn re rn 
ACF I 
SCENE, Mountains of Dalecarlia. 
Enter Guſtavus a & Praſene---Delomrhons follbuing, | 


Cuft. YE Men of Sweden, wherefore are fe come? 

| See ye not yonder, ha the L. ocuſts ſwarmy . 
| Todrink the Fountains of Honours up, 
And leave your Hills a Deſart —Wretched Men! 

Why came ye forth ? Is this a Time for Sport? 

Qr are ye met with and jovial Feaft, | 

To welcome your new Gueſts, your Daniſh Viſitants ? ' 
To ſtretch your ſupple Necks beneath their Feet, 
And fawning lick the Duit ?— 0, go, my Countrymen, . 
Lach to your ſeveral Manſions, trim them out, 
Ciull all the Tedious Earnings of your Toil 


To purchaſe Bondage Bid your blooming 
Aud your chaſte Wives to ſptead their Beds with 
nels ; | 
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forth, and with your proper Hands - 
Conduit Tout Maſters in ; condut the Sons | 
Of Luſt and Violation O Swedes, Swedes / 


Hai! are ye Men, and will ye ſuffer this ? 
enn Enter Aimoldus, who talks apart with 
wa % Guftavus. 
22 — 4 — — ct 
= Lab'rer ner rack Ste Sroe | 
. There was a ime, my 'riends ! a glorious Time; 
When, had a fingle Man of your Forefathers | 
| —— —ñ Foms, IF 
| ourage ſcarce turn'd ; himſelf had ſtood | 
Alone had ſtood the Bulwark of bis Country. Þþ 1 
Your Sires were known but by their manly Fronts, 
] 
| 


On their black Brows, enthron'd, fat Liberty, 
The Awe of Honour, and Conteinpt of Death. 
| "it Dale. We are not Baſtards. 
24 Date. No. | | 
24 Dale. We're Dakecarlians. 
Cuff. Come, come ye on then: Here | take my Stand! 
Here on the Brink, the very Verge of Liberty ; 
Altho” Contention riſe upon the Clouds, | 
Miz Heav'n with Earth, and roll the Ruin onward ; 
Here will I fix, and breaſt me to the Shock, 
Till I, or Denmark fall” 85 
Siv. And who art ther? . 
That thus wou dſt ſwallow all the Glory up 
That ſhou d redeem the Times? Behold this Breaſt, 
The Sword has tilFd it; and the Stripes of Slaves 
Shall ne'er trace Honour here; ſhall never blot 
Thefair Infcription - Never ſhall the Cords 
Of Darifh Infolence bind down theſe Arms 
my royal Maſter from the Field. | 5 
Guff. Ha! tay you, Brother? Were you there 0 


_ Grief! 
Where Liberty and Senor fell together? 


* $62. 'Yes, I was there—A bloody Pi- ld it was,. 

Where Conqueſt gaſp'd, and wanted Rreath to-tell 

Ia ver-toild Triumph. Thereour bleeding 5 
| | ere 


"Ne Diliveres of bis Counery. =. 
1 


Eyes upon me 
thy Lot 


And wou'd like him have 
C d— be ſhou'd have fhid—bur there, O , 
Cuff. Come to my Arms, and let me hide thy Tears, 
For I have caught their Soſtneſs - O Danes, Dan 
Tou ſhall weep Blood for this. Shall they not, Brother? 
Yes, we will deal our Might with thrifty Vengeance, 
A Life for ev'ry Blow, and when we fall, 3 
There ſhall be Weight in t; like the tott ring Tow F, 
That draw con: iguous Ruin. 
S$:iy. Brave, brave Man! 
My Soul admires thee - By my Father's Spirit, 
] wou'd not barter fuch a Death as this 
For Immortality ! Nor we alone 
Here be the truſty Gleanings of that Field | 
Tho laſt we fought for Freedom; here's rich poverty, 
T 
ho 


wrapp'd in Rags, brave Companions ; 
thro "he Fans, of 12 thouſand | oes 

Bore off theic King, and ſav'd his great Remains. 

Cut. Give me your Hands, thoſe valiant Hands - —— 
: Why, Captain,. «2 
We could but die alone, with theſe we'll coaquer. #+.4 
My Fellow Lab'rers too — What fay ye, F * * 
Shall we not ſtrike for't ? 

all Death; Victory or Death ! 

No Bonds, no Bonds f 

Arn. Spoke like yourſelves — Ve Men of POT TRY TO, 
Brave Men ard bold ! whom ev'cy future A 
Tongues, Nations, Languages, and Rolls of Fame 1 
Shall mark for wond rous Deeds, Atchievments won 
From Honout's dang'rous Summit, W arrior's all! 
Say, might ye chuſe a Chief, for high Exploits, 
From the fir(t Annal. to the lateſt Praiſe 
That breathes a Hero's Name — peak, name gh Mas 
Who then thould meet your With ? 

41%. For bear the Theme. 
Why wou'llt thou ſeek to fuk us with the Weight 


Or 
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Of Grieveus RecolleQtion ? O Guffawu / 


Covu'd the Dead wake, thou weit that Man of Men. 
Firſt of the Foremoſt. 55 


Gu. Didit thou know GCaffowus ? | * 
. 1 © Heav'n ! What elſe, who elſe was 


wor 

_ The Know of a Soldier Tha gre: 5 
When 715 his third Attempt _— 

Had aud his Pow'rs and weigh d the Scale of Fight: 
On the bold Brink, the very Puth of Conqueſt, 

G ruib'd, and bore the Batile down ; 


ſcoops his foaming Progreſs 

drives the Shoals along forward | ſprung, 
All emulous, and lab'ring to attend him ; 
before, behind him Rout grew loud, 


pluck d this Bracelet from his conq ring Arm 
And bound it here—-My Wriſt ſeem d treble nerv'd ;; 
My Heart ſpoke to bim, and I did ſuch Deeds 
As beſt might thank him But from that bleis d 
I never ſaw him more yet ſtill to this, 
Fbow.. as to the Relicks of my Saint: 
Each Morn | drop a Tear on ev'ry Bead, 
Count all the Glories of Guflawuws o'er, 
8. Ri tly thought Z 

For fo thou dott, my Soldier. Fo 
Give me my Arms— Off, off ye dark Diſguiles ! 
Fas I will be myſelf. Behold your General, 
Guſtavus come once more to lead you on. 
"Talzurel'd Victory, to Fame, to Freedom! 

1 Dale. Is it? 

2d Dale. Yes, 

3d Dale. No. 

4th Dale. "Tis he! 


0 Def Abet 14 Ser. 


Day 


$iv. Strike me, ye Pow'rs—lt is Illuſion all! 
k cannot 


Siv. Tus, it is! — [ Falls and Embraces his Knees: 
Guft. O ſpeechleſs Eloquence ! | 
Riſe to my Arms, my Friend. 

Siv. Friend ! faid you Friend ? 
O my Heart's Lord ! My Coaq'rer ! my | 

Guft. Approach, my Fellow Soldiers, your CHa 
| Claims no Precedence here: Friendſhip like mins 
Throws all Reſpect behind it tis enough -— — 
I read your Joys, your "Tranſports in your Eyes ; 
And wou d. O wou'd I had a Lite to (ſpend, 
For ev'ry Soldier here ! whole every Life's 
Far dearer than my own ; dearer than 
Except your Liberty, except your Honour. 
Periſ Gu/tawus, ere this facied Sun, i 
That lights the reſt of Sweden to their Shame, 
Should bluſh upon your Chains ! why faid | Chains? 
To Souls like yours, I ſhould have talk d of Tiriumpha, * 
Empire, and Fame, and Hazards inininent., | 
Occaſions with'd, for Glory - Haſte, brave Men! 
Collect your Friends to join us on the luſtant; 
Summon our Brethern to their Share of Conqueſt, 
And let loud Eccho. from her circling Hills, 
Sound Freedom, till the Undulation Dake 


* 


The Bounds of utmoſt Sweden. - | * 
¶Exeunt Dalecarlians, crying Guſtavus, 
Guſtavus, Liberty. | 


SCENE III. Eater Anderſon. 

And. There was a glorious Sound ! 

Guft Yes, Anderſon, . 
The long wiſh d Hour is come - the Storm is up. 
And Wrecks will follow—W here they are to light 
Let Heav'n determine — Well, my noble Friend, 
Has Peter /on ſet out? | | 

And. He has, this Inſtant : 

And bears your Pacquet to the Tyrant's Camp. 

Guff. What think you of his Zeal ? 

And. In truth, my Lord, 

k wears a gallant Show. 
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Cuff. Tis ſpecious all, 1885 
Flaſh without Fire, the Light'ning of a Cloud 
That carries Darkneſs in the Rear For Peter/or, 
To ſpread my Letters thro' the Camp of Criſtiern, 
And ſeek for Succours in the Jaws of Death, 
It ow d too bold, too much the flaming Patriot. 
Beſide, | know him for the Friend of Trollis. 
£nd. Why wou'd you then employ him? 
| There's the M ſtery. — 
"Tis not his Faith, but — | erult to. 
My Letters are directed to the Chiefs 
Of thoſe inglorious mercenary Swedes, 
Whom Criſ iern has ſeduced to join his Holt, 
And turn the Sword of Conqueſt on their Country; 
To each of thoſe I have addrefs'd in Terms 
Of ſpecial Correſpondence, meant to rouze 
The Jealouſy of Criftiern ; as | think 
My P. cquet can't eſcape him— What enſues ? 
The Tyrant hence conciudes himſelt betray'd, 
Sifis all his Legions, thins the Ranks of Fight, 
And leaves them open to our bold Invaſion. 
But grant that Peter/on deceive my Aim, 
And hold the Rank of Virtue ; then the Swe. les 
May waken to the glorious Call of Honour. 
So ev'ty Way it faves us fron the Guilt 
Of Swedes encount'ring Srvedes, and ſpares the Blood 
Of B ethern. tho' revolted. 
And. On my Soul, 
This is a Stratageim that ſaps the Miner, 
Makes Treaſon turn a Traitor to itlelf; 
And mock its own Deſigns. | 
Guft. O noble Friend, faſt winds the great Machine 


That flrikes the Fate of Sweden — Go, my Anderſon, 


Aſſemble all thy brave Adherents round thee, 
With warlike Inſpiration warm their Souls, 
And haſte to join me here. | 


SCENE IV. Enter Laertes. 
Laer. Thy Preſence nobly ſpeaks the Man I wiſh,. 
Guſtavus, 


<P> or I I  OIP OoOþ cr. _ SMS MEM» "HC oa = ww. wow wo ee 


And. I will, my Lord. [ Fxit. 


Cl. 
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Cuft. Yes. Thou haſt a boſtile Garb, | 
Ha! fay art thou Laerte? ? If I err not, 
There is a friendly Semblance in that Face, 
Whichanſwers to a fond impreflion here, * 
And tells me I'm thy Debtor —— my Deliv'rer ! 

Laer: No, valiant — 1 you over-rate my Service, 
There is a worthier Object of your Gratitude 
Whom yet you know not Q. l have to tell 
But then to gain your Credit, muſt untold 
What haply ſhould be ſecret Beitfſo; 
You are all Honour. Fr 

Guft. Let me to thy Mind, 
For thou haſt wak'd my Soul into a Thought 
That holds me, all Attention. 

Laer M'ghtieft Man! 
To me alone you held yourſelf oblig d 
For Life and Liberty — Had it been ſo, 
] were moſt bleſs d, with Retribution juſt 
To pay thee for my own. ——-- For onthe Day 
When by your Arm the mighty races fel. 
Fate threw me to your >word— You ſpar d my Ycuth, 
And in the very Whirl and Rage of Fight 
Your Eye was taught Compathon—itom that Hour 
| vow'd my Life the Slave of your Rememb'rance ; 
And ofien, as Criſlina. heav'nly Maid! 
The Mittzeſs of my Service, queſtion d me 
Or Wars and vent'rons Leeds, my Tidings came © 
Still freighted with thy Name, until the Day | 
In which yourſelf appear d to make Praite ſpeechleſs 
Criſtina ſaw you then, and on your Fate 
Dropp'd a kind Tear; and when your noble Scorn 
Of profer'd Terms provok d her Father's Rage 
To take the deadly Forfeit ; ſhe, the only, 
Whoſe Virtues watch'd the prec ous Hour of Mercy, 
All trembling, fent my ſecret hand to fave you; 
Where, thro' a Paſs unknown to all your Keepers, 
I led you forth, and gave you to rour Liberty. 
Cu O | am ſunk, o'ervhelm'd with wond'rous 

Goodneſs, N 

But were I rich and free as open Mines 
That teem their golden Wealth upon the World, — 
lere poor, unequal to her Bounty, 


. 


4 
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Nor can I longer doubt whoſe gen'rous Arm 


In my wide, in my Friend's Deliverance, 
Gave double Life, and Freedom to Guſtavus, 


Arc. He's here--- bear back my Orders 2 
That not a Man, on Peril of his Life, 
Advance in Sight till call d. 
Sold. My Lord, I will — 
Arv. Have | not vow'd it, faithleſs as he is, 
Have I not vow d his Fall? Yer, good Heav'n ! 
Why ſtart theſe ſudden Tears? On, on I muit, 
Far L am half way down the dizzy Steep, 
Where my Brain turns—-A Draught of Lethe now- - 
O that the World wou d fleep---zo wake no more! 
Or that the Name of Friendihip bore no Charm 
Te make my Nerve unſteady. — this Steel 
Flee backward from its Taſk !---It ſhall be done. 
Empire! Criſtina | / tho' th atfrighted Sun 
Start back with Horror of the direful Stroke, 
It ſhall be done. Calm, calm the Hell within, 
Thy Looks may elſe turn Traitors-— Ha, he comes! 
How ſteadily he looks, as Heav'n's own Book, 
The Leaf of Truth, were open d on his Aſpect, 
Up, up, dark Miniſter---his Fate calls out 
Fc [ Puts up the Dagger. . 
To nobler Execution; for he comes. 
In Oppoſition, fingly, Man to Man, . 
tho be brav d my Wilh. | 
SCENE 


ak MY hd 


The Deliverer of bis C 4K 


SCENE VI. Ener Guſtayus. 


[They hook for ſome time on each other-—Arvida. 


lays his o his Sword, and withdraws it 
by Turns—-then advances irreſolutely. 


Guft. Is it then ſo? 

Arv Defend thyſelf. 

 Guft. No=——ſtiike — 
] would unfold my Boſom to thy Sword, 
But that | know the Wound you give this Breaſt 
Would doubly pierce thy own. 

Arv. I know thee not 
l is the Time's Eclipſe, and what ſhould be 
| — 4 

" Guft- 5 | 
Arv. What wouldft thou ? | 
Cut. Is it thus we two ſhould meet? 


Were my Damnation. 
Guft. Dear, Man! 8 
My Heart bleeds for there. Falſe I'd ſurely been 


Had I like thee been tempted. 

err. Ha! Speak, ſpeak, | 
Didft thou not ſend to treat with Criffiern # 

Gu. Never. 
I know thy Error, but I know the Arts, 8 
The Frauds, the Wiles that praQtis'd on thy Virtue ; 
Firm how you ſtood, and tow'r'd above Mortality; 
'Till in the fond unguarded Hour of Love, 
The wily undermining Trollis came, 
And won thee from thyſelft---a Moment won thee —- 
For (till thou art Ara, ſtill the Man 
On whom thy Country calls for her Deliv'rance. 
Already are her braveſt Sons in Arms, * 
Mark how they ſhout, impatient o' our Preſence, 
To lead them on to a pew Life of Liberty, 


To Name, to Conqueſt - Ha, Heavn guard my Brother, 


Thy Cheek turns pale, thy Eye is wild upon we, 
Wik thou not anfwer we ? ey 


4rv. Art thou not falſe ? Deep elſe, O deep indeed | 


8 


. 


- 
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4. Cuftauus ! 


Guy. | 
Arey. Have I not dream'd ? 
Guff. No other | eſteem ic. 
Where lives the Man whoſe Reaſon ſlumbers not? 
Seill pure, {ill blameleſs, if at wonted Dawn 
Again he wakes to Virtue. 

Arv. O, my Dawn 
Mut Pon be dark. Confulion diilipates, 

To leave me worſe confounded. 

Gaff. Think no more ont. 
Come to my Arms, thou deareſt of Mankind! 

Are. Stand off! Pollution dwells within my Touch, 
And Horror around me—Cruel Man ! | 
O, thou haſt dou y damn'd me with this Goodneſs ; 
For Reſolution held the Deed as done ; | 
That now muſt fink me Hark! + JE 4 hence, 
My Audit opens ! Poiſe me! for I ſtand 


F 


—— — — Wl 

u have Vengeance, my purpling Blood 

Were Nectar for Heav n's Bowl, as warm and rich, 

A now dis baſe, it thus ſhould pour for Pardon. 
[Guttarus 22 his Arm, and in the Struggle 


Caf. Ha! 8 — I will not loſe thes-— 
M.A thou ſhalt not rob me ſo; 
No, I will le with thee to the laſt, 
And fave thee from thyſelf. Oh, anſwer me 
Wit thou forſake me? Anfwer me, my Brother, 
My beſt Ar vida. 
* I wou'd ſpeak to thee -- 
But let it be by Silence Oh Guftawus ! 
Guft. Guft. Bu) but you'll live. 


800 For my Sake. 
Arv. Yes, take me; 
me, Cage me, brand me for the Tool 
crafted Villains, for the verieſt Slave, 
On whom the Bend of each contemptuous Brow 
Shall look with Loathing. Ah, my Turpitude 
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To boaſt and whiten by! 


The Deliverer of his. Qu, 43 
Wall be the vile ive of Knaves | 


g. Not ſo, not , 
Whe knows no Fault, my Friend, knows no Perſection 
The Rectitude that Heav'n appoints to Man 
Leads on thro! Error; and the kindly Senſe 
Of having ſtray d. endears the Road to Bliſs ; 
| Ie makes Heav'n's Way more pleaſing! O my Brother, 


'Tis hence a thouſand cordial Charities | 4 
Derive their Growth, their Vigour, and their Sweetneſs, 
This ſhort Lapſe | 


Shall to thy future Foot give cautious Treading, 
Ere@ and firm in Virtue. | 2 * 
Fro. Give me Leave. [Offers to paſs. 
Guſt. You ſhall not paſs. | 
Arv. 1 wuſt. 
Cuff. Whither ? 3 
Arv. I know not- O Cuftawus ! 
Goft 
Aro. You can't forgive me. 
Cuſt. Not forgive thee! 
Arv. No. 


Look there. [ Points to the Dagger. 
And yet when I reſolv'd to kill thee 
I cou'd have died---indeed I cou'd --for thee, 


|} Teou'd have died, Guſtavus ! 


Guff. O I know it. 
A gen'rous Mind, tho' ſway'd a- while by Paſſion, 
Is like the ſteely Vigour of the BoW. 
Still holds its native Rectitude, and bends 
But to recoil more forceful. Come forget it. 


SCENE VII. Enter « Dalecaclian. 


Dale. My Lord, as now I paſs'd the Mountain's Brow, 

I py'd ſome Men, whoſe Aris, and ſtrange Attire, 

Give Cauſe for Circumſpection. 

Guſt. Danes, perhaps; 

Haſte, intercept their Paſſage to the Camp. [Ex Dal. 
Arv. Thoſe are the Danes that witneſs to my Shame. 
Cut Perith th' opprobious Term! not fo, Avia; 

Myfelf will be the Guardian of tky Fame ; 

Trult we, 1 will -- Our Friends approach-- O l 

V hi 
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| While I attend them, clear that Cloud, my Brother, 
That fits upon the Morning of thy Youth ; | 
It hangs too near the Heart of thy Guz/avus. 2 
n O Wretch, Wretch, curs 
r 
That wind oun Actions, fo, as Heaven's own Hand . 
What's done may not unravel ?---Par on may !--- 
There's the Lerhean Sweet, the Snow of Heav n, 


n 

That to the Eye of Mercy 

Fair as th wnwritten Page- alk convi, ED 
Tho i free Por; d pardon, where" my 


Peace? 
Thus, thus to be driven out from my own Breaft! 
To have no Shed. no ſhelt'ring Nook at Home 
To take Reflection in! How looks the Wretch 
Whoſe Heart cries Villain to itſelf? I'll not 
Endure its Batt'ry—-Somewhat muſt be done 
* ere Night, that I may ſkep, | 
Or wake for ever. 


SCENE VII. Enter Guftavus 
Dalecarlians, Anderfon, Arnoldus, Sivard, Officers, &c. 


1ſt Dake. Let us all ſee him! 
2d Date. Yes. and hear him too. 
3d Date. Let us be ſure tis he himſelf. 
4th Dele. Our Genera). 
POTN: 500 we will fight while Weapons can be 
Gth Dale. Or hands to weild them. 
7th Dale. Get on the Bank, Guffavus. 
And. Do, my Lord. 
of 5 — 
Dake. Ho ! No ths 
24 Dale. Peace ! 
3d Dale Peace ! 
ath Dale. Peace! Py pi 
Pa. « 133 I pereeive hath fill'd your Hearts, 
EE ur loſt Guſtavus, ſcap d 
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priſonments, and Chains and Deaths, 


From Hearts that ne er knew Pity ; nd ver 
| Whoqualf the | cars of Orphans. bathe in 


thy Detolation, Spite of Rage 
hey! . Saree. 
And. ©, they are Villains, ev ry Dane of them, 

Practis d to ſtab and ſmile ; to ſtab the Babe 
That ſmiles upon them. 

Arn. What accurſed Hours | * 
Roller thoſe Wretches, who to Fiends like theſe 

lu their dear Liberty have barter'd more 
Than Worlds will rate far ? - 
Cuft. O | iberty, Heav'n's choice Prezogative! 
True Bond of Law,/ thou ſocial Soul of Property, 
Thou Breath of Regſon, Lite of Lite irfelt ! 
For thee the Valiant bleed O facred Liberty! 
Wing'd trom the Summer's Snare, from flat ring Ruin, 
Like the bold >tork you ſeek the wiat'ry Shore, 
Leave Courts, and Pomps, and Palaces to Slaves, 
Cleave to the Cold, and reft upon the Storm. 
Upborn by thee, my Soul diſdain d the Terms 
Ot Empire offer d at the Hands of I yrants. 
Wich thee, I ſought this fav'rite Soil; with thee, 

Thele fav'rite Sons | ſought ; thy Sons, O Liberty. 
For ev'n amid the W ids of Lite you lead them, 
Lit their low raſted Cottage to the Clouds, 
Smile o'er their Heaths, aud from their Niountain 
Kam Glory to the Nations. | 

All. Liberty ! Liberty ! 

Cu. Are ye not mark'd, ye Men of Dalacarlia, 
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Are ye not mark'd by all the circling Wark 
2 — Effort for FS 


'Thro' the fam'd Courſe of Thirteen hundred Years, 
Aloof hath held Invaſion from your Hills, | 
And fanQtify'd their Shade? — And will ye, will ye 
Shrink from the Hopes of the expecting World; 


Bid your high Honours ſtoop to foreign Inſult, 
Anda ous Howr give u > 


932.25 


Limb Oer which a Dane may triumph! 
my Soul L joy, I joy, my Friends, 
fear'd ; to fee that ev'n your Foes 1 
iceto-your Valours! —— There they be, 

ta of Kingdom, ſumm d in yonder Hoſt, 
> aloof, yet trembling to aſſail ye. 

when | look round and fee you here, F- 
Of Number ſhort, but prevalent in Virtue, 3 
My heart ſwells high and burns for the Encounter. 
True Courage but from Oppoſition grows; 

And what we fifty, what a thouſand Slaves, 

Ad to the Sinew ot a fingle Arm 

That ſtrikes tor Liberty? that ſtrikes to {ave 

His Fields from Fire. his Intants tron the Sword, 

His Couch from Luſt, his Daughters from Follution ; 
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Tui is indeed to triumph, where we hold = 
Three Kingdoms in our Toll! Is it not — 

Thus to appall the Bold, meet Force with Fury, 

And puſh yon Torrent back, till ev'ry Wave 

Tie to its Fountain ? 

34 Dale. On, lead us on, Cuffawus ; one Word mare 

Is but delay of Conqueſt. N 
Guft. Take your With. 

| He, who wants Arms, may grapple with the Foe, 


And fo be furniſh'd. You, moſt noble Anderſon, 
Divide our Pow'rs, and with the fam'd © aus 
Take the left Rout — You, Eric, great in Arms! 
With the renown'd Nederbi, hold the Right, 
And ſkirt the Foreſt down ; then wheel at once, 
Conſeſs d to view, and cloſe upon the Vale: 
Myſelf, and my moſt valiant Couſin here 
1k invincible Arwvida, gallant Sivard, 
' Arneldus, and theſe hundred hardy Vet'rans, 
Will pour directly on, and lead the Onſet. 
oy, Joy, I ſee confeſs d from er ry Eye,  _ 
our Limbs tread vigorous, and your Breaſts beat high ! 
Thin tho' our Ranks, tho' ſcanty be our Bands, 
Bold are our Hearts, and nervous are our Hands. 
With us, Truth, Juſtice, Fame and Freedom cloſe, 
Each, ſingly, equal to an Hoſt of Foes, 
| feel, I fee] them fill me out for Fight, 
They lift my Limbs as feather'd Hermes light 
Or like the Bird of Glory, tow'ring high, | 
Thunder within his Graſp, and Lightning in his Eye! 


* 
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| 41 
| SCENE, before the Camp. 


Enter Ciiſtiern, Trollio, and Attendants. 
| Crif. \7 OUR Obſervation's juſt, I ſee it, Trollie : 
Men are Mac.ines, with all their boaſted 
Freedom, | 
Their Movements turn upon ſome fav'site Paſſion ; 
| Let Art but find the latent Foible out, 


When upely baked. Een the 2 


hoſe ons of Clamour) oft relax the Nerve 
ithin the Wa: mth of Favour. 


| But the nice Conduct of another's Weaknels ? 


_ 


| My Li Peter 
il Rite to our Tot. worthy Peterſon ; 
Rift to our Friendſhip: By my Head, I ſwear, 
Bar but our 7ro//io he e, there's nota Swede 
Who Holds thy valued Level in our Heat ! 
For thou'rt un tho thy Nation ſwerve ; 
Faithful among the F. ithleſs. 
— 4 I — 
Let this your Gives a Pacguei 
Troll. A Pacquet ! J . 
Friend ? 


'Whence bad you that. 
Of the one great Uuſavus. 


Peter. Even frotu the 
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his Eyes dart 1 
yes Rx * 
Crif. Who were his Adherents 8 
be Traitor Anderſon, and 2 few Friends, 
To whom, 'ere 1 ſet out, he ſtood reveald © 
And when I ſeem d to queſtion on his Pow'rs 
ivalthip, the Props whereon he meant 
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Cri. I will not be controul'd— bid him ſeine al., 
; Soldiers and Chiefs ! By 36 * 
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10 2 guarded. 
Troll. My 
Of. Aﬀeay! Ill bear no more of Politics; 
1 
our arme. 
/Or pointed e Graſp. be a 


| SCENE IX Rover an Officer 
| The Foc's at Hand. 

Shew — Dane rede ford, | 
ſhall rerurn no more l I mark'dthe Action, =. 
A Band of defp rate Reſolutes rufh'd on eim, p 4 4 
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We have of Terms to offer, 3 x 
Touching his Mother's Ranſom ; th. 
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Ablelves oll Fitch ; and who invades our Right, 


d in thy Weakneſt 
For tho the Structure of a Tyram's Throne . 
Riſe onthe Necks of halfthe füf ring World ; ds 
Fear trembles in the Cement: Prayers and Tears, = 
—_—_ mould'ring Baſe, BE 
ſteal the Pillars of Allegiance, it ; ht 
"hen let a ſingle Arm but dare the Sway, 
dlong it turns, and drives u Defiradtion. „ 
Troll, Proſune, and alien to the Love of Heav nk 
Art thou ſtill harden d to the Wrath divine 3 
That hangs o'er thy Rebellion? Know'ft thou not | 
Thou art at Enmity with Grace? Caſt out, 
Made an Anathema, a Curſe enroll d 
the Faithful, chou and thy Adherents 
Shorn from our holy Church, and offer d up 
As facred to Damnation? 
Cuff. Yes, I know, 
= IzZe on of n 
| Ir then becomes a Tool for crafty Knaves 
To ſhut out Virtue, and unfold thoſe Gates, | 
"That Hear's itſelf had barr'd againſt the Luſts . 
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1 Aſſumes the Robe ponu „ 
| Of faintly Elevation, oy bu 592 nd 
er ee ef firect offended Heav'a's 1) 


And makes 
A Sign of Blood, « Label forDecens, - r 
That Hell won'd fhiink-t0-Gwn.——= $14; tis A 
en. No more of this}. © © ht 65 
Giace,'. 
ShncewfDay,!. 
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Melting as Babes e "0 
— n Earth OL © 
| — Foretaſte of thy A 
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Cuff. Cruel F 2 | 

2 + Andy wy Lie 14 as ther e Wor ; 
damn d but that | know 'twou'd pleaſe thee- 
oe No, grow Prince, thy Blood ſhall never 
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Cris. 


973 
return, dr fave thy loſt G 7 | 
No more,. thou Ter F W—_ 5 g 
74. O fare wel for ever! | 
Exeunt Ctiſtiern and bis Party. Guſtavuy end bir | 
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de Deliverer\ of bis Country. Gu 
For ever gone — Arneldus, Friends, where are ye? 
Help here, heave, heave this Miauntein from me—O— 


Hearn my Senſes !—So - We will to Battle ; 


But let no wave - Be fil thou Trump! 
Ne 

To Pomp or Levity ; engeance 

Is clad with heavy Arms, 2 h 

Refolv'd, but filent as the flaughterd Heaps | > 


a ago nf pre 


Arn. O Guffavns ? | 
Fs there a Se of us, whole Sword cad Sout 
not to thee, 11 2 
3 . 20 1 move, 


3 
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gaze, 
— this important Hour ; - 
Pre-eminent of Men 3 


Leading. will noc fight, 2 
And bleed, and gaſp with Pleature? 


And. We are thine ; | v2 


— | 
* not ſor Man o boaſt bis Strengthy- | 
Before the Trial comes — This very Hour, - 


In Heav'n's diſpoſing Pow'r Events uaite, 455 
Nor aught can happen wrong o dim who . gt. 
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Crifts An K 1 Mariane,, it No Y 
—— * 


Jus was net Fancy fore—didt thow bear avghe ? | 
D 
And y Heart faks within me. 
O, I fear 

ar is now at Work As. Winds, , methought, 


— there? Sec it not. Eyes ! 
Howie tote, thow Blood of Royalry ! 
Cloſe at the Palenefs of its Parent Breaft 
The Babe lies Telbme, who-did this © 
— hold ye] -Say not that my Father did it ; 
For Duty then turns Rebel — Cryel Father | 

O,. that ſome , whoſe early Toil 


| habe penuion Marks ke Mow, 
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dDREe Delfocrer FERTANY 4 
wach d my Birth! Ambition hid ave then * 


Sr n Vitor": 
| Guik ! For here the Good 


NN. III. . 
Laer. Criftina ; fly! thaw roval ? 
This Morn beheld thee Miki. eſs.of cy ond a | 
Bright Heir of. Scandinavia ; and this Hour — 
Has left thee not, throughout thy wide Dominioas, | 
*Whereon to-reſt thy Foot. 

5 — Now, Praiſe to Heav'n ! 
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The Foe mov d on attendant to the Sage 
their Gutau Fe with: mournful Pace 
Ped forth nd on bi Hee ce . 
on 
_ Then tusche Lion! To 2 . 
. i 
All Force ſeem d wither'd, and his horrid Plaine I 
Shook wild Diſmay. around, e 3 
He der be pierc'd. oue, Legions i is his Strength © 
— i 1 
Whew eat 332 er 
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And thrice be broke theo' all. 
My Blosd run chill: 

Laer. With fuch a ſtrennous, wh ours Conti, 
9 ght ! eee, 
—.— — Bid Spear © 

| Diadent of Dexeerk. * 

Then fhck's the ;_ then reco@ our Hot; 

His, echo'd, Victory ? Hd ow world how. oe t 

No Bounds ; Rout bee d and the Face of Fight —-- 

— lucoue' oyalty? a | 

My Fn! Crider fearful fearful, — 6 
ee Mercy ! For thy Time was ———Hat' 


SCENE IV. Eiter Crifliers fig withine bib Hel: 
e in Diſorder, bis Sword broke, and his Garments. 
: — 


Laer. 9 
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Criftine. SY 
O. —— Tres wich bis 1 m"_ 


Where Greatnrfah to ſurvive 
Ir 

Wou d brink Pee e * de me, 87 x 
My Father, * look, my Father? 
Why ons your Lp. god thar doubtful Ee 
Theo” Fury Ger! * ah, turn! 


1 cannot bear its & How:? nay then; "| 


Crift. Curſe me! then, curſe an 
and Earth 


And Hellto core! 

ne 

Thy Curſes be on me, but on thy Head 

ee from that Hears hid bs this Day. 
Preferv'd Life in Battle. 

What have 1 

"Todo with Heav'n Damnation! What am I? 

All frail and tranfient as my laps'd Dominions ! 

Fen now the ſolid Earth to flide | 

From underneath me. 's Por cries out, | 
Leave him thou Univerſe \——No—— Hold me Heav'aF 
Hold me thou Heav'n ! r : 


Thy Creature, tho' accurs'd ! 2 
Grime Patience and Peace 1 
P thy Mind ! Not all thy Pride of Eagite- 
Eer gave ſuch bleſs d Senſation, as one Hour 1 
Of Penitence, tho painful Let us hence — 
Far from the Blood and Buſtle of Ambition. 
Be it my Taſk to watch thy riſing Wi, _ 
To ſmooth thy Brow, find Comtort far thy Cares, 
And for thy Will, Obedience ; fill to cheer _ 
F | 
Beneath thy Slumbers. | 
Crift. O thou all thats leftme ! 
Ev'nin the Riot, in the of Fight, | 
Thy guardian Virtues 'd around my — 


When elſe no Arm could aid for thro N 
My circling Troops, the fell Gale vnd ruſh'd :; 


Vengeance! he cry d, and with one eager Hand. 
HA are bal Set upd * 

g rear' the deat — — Jet 3. 4 
For in his Eye, and thro” his 


Conflicting Paſſions fought—be 4 he fad. 
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$CENE V.” Enter Toll and Guard, Send: 
# | ” 4%, 
| my O haſte to ave 
. us 2 
eee [Takes « Sword framene of z 
Crif. Villaia ! 9 
Well thought * Ha! Yes, — thou.at = 
The nv ren Manitar of Vie ——— the Set, F|} : 
and rank unh ev ry. Principle, 1 
Whence gow the Crimes of Kings, "Fiſt erfh thaw! 
4 


e his own ; his Vices are his Miniſter's. 
Who dares to ſtep 'twixt Eavy and the Throne. 
Alike to feel the of his Prince, 
As publick Deteſtangn. — Ha! Em 
But whicher ? No one near! to feel! — 
The World but ſos an laſtant ! for ane Ray 
To guide m Soul ! Her Way grows, wond'rous dark, 
And down, down, down! j NG 
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h; all the Guard that cer thalleait Gr/fawws. 
| am u Soldier from my Youth ;/ yet, Agen. 
Theſe'Wars, where Man mutt wound bimmſelf in 
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Men, 
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u People! Heav'n ! wherein have we deſerv'd 
A Vian like this to-rule us ? 


SCENE VIE. - Enter Arvida leading in Criſis 
> He runs to Guſtavus. ' 
My Arvide } 


„ fea; 


F 
| Be fkful Eyes ! Ha!. Yes it muſt be ſo. 
i= For Hewr's would chaſe ne ether _ 


W and d in thy ſuperior Preſence, 
| For thow ar fi wo be of woad'rous Goodneſe ! 


0 — ſurpriz'd, my Eye perceiv'd it not. 
Criffine thou all form'd for 
Pve much to 
Are 28 | 
”P'was — Power 1 af, | 

1 — ; 
Tn for — mot 


10 
ill 


c. 1 
My King ! pey x 


Are. See, Guftavus ! Behold, nor longer wonder at my | 


Nannen „ 

the World to Virtue — My u? 
2 e 
K — Ccuſſet, | 
ns ron knc brow wich wha a r Haſte | 
= N | ST 
To this lovely je&t ofthy Cares, 83 
And give her A, all beamtects to thy Eyes? I 
For Ie no Bliſs but thine, have loft the Form 
| Ofeviy Wi that's ogup wt b thy Happineſs. 

rer 

N . 
Ev n on the Day in which 14 
Thet da Rows wich — ind 


Guft. 2 1 bd, my hw 


Arv. y FORE 
_ Aeg Man! O wee this wel, 2 
Raſh, beadſtrong Man! O was — 

(cure frees bim. 

Arv. Pardon, Gufavus! minen the conimon Lot,” 
The Fate of Thouſands fall u this Day in Battle. 
1 had r du, 
To ſee m Criffins hippy. 
Tura, thou belov'd, thou honour'd next to rn 
And to thy Arms receive a Penitent, 
Who never more ſhall wrong thee. | 
Guff. O Arwida ! 

Friend! Friend! [rurns and embraces bim. 
. Thy Heart beats Comfort to me! in this Breaft, 
Let thy Aveda, let thy Friend furvive. 
O, hip his once-lov'd Image of its Fraikies, 
And ftrip it too of ev'ry fonder Thought, 
That may give thee Aſfliction Do, 
I ia my laſt Requeſt ; for Heav'n and 
Art all the Care, 3 


gilt 
o Friend! Brother! ſpeak—He's gone - 
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| on th 
dere wiki ha Fray' of Foes 

— 4 
1 1 
15 O. l muſt— | | 
thou art all that's left to ſweeten Life, 


mare, neuch mare chan. Li& og Ecapir, 
« cxameri, or Words ge withou hes. 
Now aid ile, aid me all ye chaſter Pou 78 
| a Woman's Weakneſs !—'tis refolv'd— 
Thy. own Example charms thy Suit to Silence. 

| Noothink alone to bear the Palm of Virtue, 

Thou, who baff taughe the World, whe Dug lh, 
Panlted ther Thomghe? Wiſh behind them. 
like thee I riſe, 
Aken finks benexch me. 
'd, firſt of Men, 
IrSES: = Moms ls Heart" 
» et ſtay-—a nt till m utt rin 

Four forth in Love, in W . 
Thou cruel 2 nk thou too leave me.? 
Not if the Heart. on Hows of thy Gyfſawvc, | 
* | 


Mo 


_— 1 | 
| That I do love thee; yi — Be. 


The Bond of Virtue, riendihip's ſacred Tie. 
The Lovers Pains;. and alb.the Sifter's PVndneſi, 
Mie has the Flame of ev'ry Love within it. 


"But I have a Father, if he de, 
Yet is he old; —— Father. 
Abandon d now by ev'ry ſupple Wretch 
That fed his Years with Flattefy'—I am all 
4 ö Podawp' <P 
o-Pennence, to Virtue ; perhaps - 
Reſtore the better Empire o'er his Mind, 
True Seat of all Dominion — Yet, 
Vet there are Reaſons—O farewell 
Had I neer lov' 1 might have ftay'd 8 
Guſtavus' hots after Criltina,. edt turn! and loks on 
Arvida - Anderſon; Araoldus; . ativanrce 
And. Behold, my Lord, behold the Sum of Wat, 
Of Tri — 0 Lens ; white from that Eye = 
All Se takes ber Pate; and finiſes around, 
Or weeps with' ber Gy 
W thou nor cheer them, 6y then grear De 
vrer ? 
223 | 
Z ! 
ad Dale: mY = 
3d Dale: Father! 
All: nend! 
„t. Comme, come, 
22 — 
My Siſter; — 


Biotherralt! Yes I wil e 
e Je, 

©, my Filadreviv'd, 

„ aff that's kind'ang dear, 
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Patffons all my Soul diveſt, 


dearer Cobatry to my Breaft. _ ; l 
— — each fond Defire, -= 
jd wg clalp my Su with x Lover's Fire: A 
| Well plead'd, the Weight'of all her Burdews dear; ; 

Diſpenſe all Penſute, but engroiz ll Care: 
— i nud un gel my Peple's Woes, 
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FELL, Ladies, ts the Court, your » ho i 
Box, Upper-Region, 


Gallery, and Pit. | 
One Pee, red for 720 v 
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thought no Crimes. 
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Nee 


n, is the Senſe, of ev/ry Man of afte !— 
bo » in our Room of State; 


v7 LE a mc. oc tw. tins 


Gixzyord. 

Our Futher, en the Brave, and Chaſte,- relies 

He thinks, the Fivtuous are the only Wiſe ah 
with Voice exalted, fings, 

of and Courts ; of Minifters, and Kings ; 

Fat, be not, to the Great, Ro 


A burning Comet ! Nat, „ 
That Worth, is Worth ; be, len brows - 
Mare glorious, ins Mag, than uno Throne ! 
And, for Criſtina,  avight I hape @ Smile, 
Leſs great, was ſbe, in Empire, than Exile ! 
Seme Wor th, it ſboaus, to aim at worthy Praiſe.--- 
' Cruſh not his Yauth ! No !---give him Ape to -- | 
For, due hawe heard you, rumbling des bis Lead. 
Fell a fe Flaſbes, with por tentaus Blaze, | 
To.blaſt th ambitiaus Branches of bis Rays ; | 
Net, if ſoft Sorrows ſtream d from virtuous Eyes, 
f roſe, from gen raus Breaſts, regaling Sight - | 
freſb d by the Attack, the Laurel flands, 
Mrs. CLI VE. "1 

Great, the Dea I prant--- the Moral, pood 

But, tis my — I 2 Fleſh and Blood. * 
What Virgin, here, ſo tender, and ſo kind, 
eu d not, ber Lowe, with her own Hands, unbind © 
Preliminaries ſettle in the Dart? e 

And, the' ſbe loft ber Father, fix ber Spark ? 

Or, when ſhe hade th' Attendant, * Save him! Fly f“. 
Wou'd She not ſend, a Billet, By-the-By? _ 

Not Article? Ii Nonſenſe to ſay. Not! 

Had She no Feel, no Gueſs, of What-is-What ? 

At ber Expence, the great Guſtavus ſhines ; ; 
My Lover, He !-- Id ſend him ts his Mines. 
Arvida falls !---Guftavus wails his End! 

And many a Spouſe careſſes ſuch a Friend. 
Well, let bim wwail his Death; then, riſe to Life : SS 
Claſp the fond Maid, W bi: Wife! 


0s hl | 
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„, atrrad | 
Ev's may think,. a greater 

flow 1 eee / 
This, with a Blaſh, I Jay, lebe my Fan — 
Cheriſh the Bey, you'll raiſe him to a Man! 


Mr. Wnricur. | 
The Canſe is beard. Ye Gentle, andye Brave, 
"Tis yours %% Damn him — But, you join to ſave— 
Then, Bail Guſtavus, who, bis Country ! 
2 Sons of Britain, praiſe, the glorious Swede ! 
e, bravely rait d, and generou —_— releasd, 
From bloed-flain'd Tyrant, and per ous Prieſt, 
The State, and Church ; expiring, Shed: 
Who beld, a Life of Slav'ry, worſe than Death ! 
Reform'd Religion! Re- fabled Law ! 
— And, that you dare to pra him, bail 4 Naſſau - 
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beautiful Frontiſpiece. Price a Britiſh Sixpence. 


| The Mopzan 1 5 e i ln. 
| — gories, f ſelected from — Wet | 
ters, vis. The Adventurer, Rambler, World, Concifeur,. 3 
&c. In Two Volumes. Price only 25..24. | 


The HisTory of the Faux Marta, 2 Novel founded 
en Truth. By the Hon. Mrs. Caroline Stanhope. Price 
Ls. 1d. ſtitched, and 15. 74d. bound, | 


wh 71 
9 
9 1 4 
ud 
2 2 
6 
1 4 > +I 
J 


